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ferent from most artists I have seen work. He used a great many 
more sable brushes than any other, and was especially fond of very 
small ones, with which he put the delicate touches on his heads. 

" ' He worked very steadily and cheerfully, keeping up a sort of 
whistling at times, which I think he was unconscious of, as be was 
always absorbed in thinking about what he was painting. I remem- 
ber him once walking about, looking for his palette-knife, which he 
was holding in his hand all the time. 

" ' He had a very pretty habit of going into the garden before 
breakfast and picking either a honeysuckle or a rose — his favorite 
flowers — and putting them in a glass on the mantel-shelf in his 
painting-room. I hardly ever saw bis room in the summer without 
these flowers, and we have a little sketch of a rose, which be picked 
and brought into the house so gently that be did not disturb a beau- 
tiful little moth on it. 

" ' He took a great interest in astronomy. His knowledge of this 
science was very slight, but the pleasure he had in the various ap- 
pearances in the heavens was unbounded, so much so, that he used 
to say an eclipse seemed to take place on purpose for his pleasure. 
He once said to me that he thought it very likely that part of our 
happiness in the next life would be derived from finding out the 
wonders of the creation which are bidden to us here. 

" ' He entertained the greatest veneration for all celebrated scien- 
tific men, and once had a correspondence with Professor Faraday on 
the blue color of the sky. The Professor's kind replies delighted my 
father beyond measure. 

" ' He would rise about eight o'clock in the winter, and about 
seven in the summer, when he would walk in the garden before 
breakfast. He had breakfast at nine, and enjoyed the newspaper 
very much, taking great interest in politics, or any topic that occu- 
pied the public attention. He always read a chapter in the Bible to 
us all afterward, and then, about half-past nine or ten, he would 
commence work, sometimes being read to at the same time. He did 
not object to the presence of any of his family in his room, but 
sometimes, when very busy, he would turn us out, especially the 
younger ones, whom he called " trudies," his corruption of intruders. 
He was never irritated at anything whilst at work, but seemed always 
calm and happy. He was rather absent in his mind about trivial 
things. He would sometimes strike a carpet-pin, mistaking it for a 
lucifer match, and was very apt to forget people's names, unless con- 
nected in some way with -his art. But if any one possessed a fine 
picture, however common-place and uninteresting that person might 
otherwise be, be always remembered his name, and was always 
ready to go and see bim. 

" ' He lunched at one, and would generally leave off work about 
four o'clock, when he would go out, but seldom without some ob- 
ject, as to see pictures at the auction-rooms, or to call on people 
who possessed pictures. 

" ' He dined generally at six o'clock, and, after a nap, would 
either play at chess, which he was very fond of, or else would read 
to us from Shakspeare or " Don Quixote," and sometimes passages 
from " Tristram Shandy." He was very fond of having friends to 
see him in the evening, though, unless his company possessed some 
knowledge of the art he took but little pleasure in them.' " 
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The concluding volume of " Modern Painters " is at length 
publislred. Mr. Buskin aceounts for the delay in its publica- 
tion by various causes, the phief one being a devotion of time 
and labor to an arrangement of the drawings which Turner be- 
queathed to'the English nation. The volume contains interest- 
ing botanical studies, fine descriptions and arbitrary judgments 
of " old master.*." Its illustrations are beautiful examples of 
engraving, and the book contains what all who have read the 



previous volumes must prize— :a full Index. We shall reonr to it 
again in future numbers. 

THE TIDES. 

BY WILLIAM CULI.EN BRYANT. 

The moon is at ber full, and, riding high, 

Floods the calm fields with light, 
The airs that hover in the summer sky 

Are all asleep to-night. 
There comes no voice from the great woodlands round 

That murmured all the day ; 
Beneath the shadow of their boughs, the ground 

Is not more still than they. 
But ever heaves and moans the restless Deep; 

His rising tides I hear, 
Afar I see the glimmering billows leap ; 

I see them breaking near. 
Each wave springs upward, climbing toward the fair 

Pure light that sits on high — 
Springs eagerly, and faintly sink3 to where 

The mother waters lie. 
Upward again it swells ; the moonbeams show 

Again its glimmering crest ; 
Again it feels the fatal weight below, 

And sinks, but not to rest. 
Again and yet again ; until the Deep 

Recalls his brood of waves ; 
And, with a sullen moan, abashed, they creep 

Back to his inner caves. 
Brief respite ! they shall rush from that recess 

With noise and tumult soon, 
And fling themselves, with unavailing stress, 

Up toward the placid moon. 
Ob, restless Sea, that in thy prison here 

Dost struggle and complain ; 
Through the slow centuries yearning to be near 

To that fair orb in vain. 
The glorious source of light and heat must warm 

Thy bosom with his glow, 
And on those mounting waves a nobler form 

And freer life bestow. 
Then only may they leave the waste of brine 

In which they welter here, 
And rise above the hills of earth, and shine 
In a serener sphere. If. T. Ledger.. 



THE ST. MEMIN COLLECTION OF PORTRAITS. 

Wb give on the next page a list of the portraits executed' by 
St. Memin fifty years ago, the discovery of which we gave an 
account of in the June number, and which are to be published 
by Mr. E. Dexter during the coining autumn. The object of 
the publication of the list is to inform descendants of the par- 
ties whose names are given of the existence of such a collection, 
the publisher hoping to obtain through them biographical 
facts, which he intends to publish with the portraits. He also 
hopes to obtain some cine to the identification of a few heads, 
to which there is no name attaohed. The portraits, which are 
all in profile, and of ordinary miniature size, are to be photo- 
graphed and published, twelve on a sheet, in a book of a large 
quarto form. The work will be one of the most unique, in 
respect to historical portraiture, on record. The Prospectus 
furnishes further particulars. 



